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A Woman in Earnest
and Otherwise
KISKLAND in herWINIFRED

volumes, The New

Death and The Joys of Being a JVoman,
shows herself to be an essayist of power
and of charm. She proves her right to
be counted one of the snail group of
writers among us who are making' the es-

say what it should be and generally is not,
an expression both of intellect and of per-
sonality.

Miss Kirkland has been known asthe
author of several books of fiction and as
n writer of snort' stories. In ITie Xew
Death she discusses the change in stand-
ards that the- - present concept of death is
bringing about. The great war has set
the world to thinking of death and of
immortality. The question propounded
by Job centuries ago, "If a man die, shall
he live again!" i3 reechoing in countless
hearts y. Speaking of the enigma
of the passing of the young, Miss Kirk-
land says:

New and Old Deaths.
"No one can forget them, no one can

getj away from them, those boys dead
upon the battle fields of Europe. We are
used to speaking: of this or that friend's
philosophy o life; the time has now
come when every one of us who is to
live at peace with his own brain must

. possess also a philosophy of death."
Miss Kirkland says that our present

view of immortality is not that of the
Greeks, who"debased it, nor of the mediae-

val believers, who exalted it, nor of the
materialistic science of Germany that de-

nied it.
fThe Germans have been more logical,

more obedient to the dicta of science than
the rest of ua, but it can hardly be de-

nied that one's philosophy of death is the
most decisive element in one's philosophy
of life, if one stops to conjecture the
difference in current events if the Ger.
mans, as a nation, had believed in the
personal survival after slaughter of their
own sons or of others."

The author asserts that the New Death
3 we know it now entering as an influ-

ence among ua "is so far mainly an im-

mense yearning receptivity, an unprece-
dented humility both of brain and of
heart toward all the implications of sur-
vival." She insists that it is an intuition
entering into the lives of the people as a
whole, of the simple people, and that it
does not matter whether the indleuals
share it or not.

The Best Witnesses.
Miss Kirkland says that because of the

intensity of their need in the face of
death people arc turning, not as before
to their old masters and guides, the the-

ologians, nor to the scientists, but to "the
supreme critics of death, our young men
who are dying. These speak, these act,
as men having authority; and the force
of tbeir influence on the world they have
left cannot be calculated, so powerful are
the reasons for this influence."

The Nets Death, is written with consid-

erable beaafy of phrase and of spirit. The
author quotes from various books and let-

ters written by soldiers to show the feel-

ings of the young men toward death and
what lies after it. The book would be the
lietter for a more definite outline. It has
neither the unity of an essay nor the logi-

cal divisions of thought that one has a
right to expect in a book. A volume of
170 pages with no chapter divisions is
rather wearisome.

On Being a Woman.
The Jojfi of Being a Woman is a merry

comradely volnme, a book of light and
fleeting thoughts, of elusive ideas,
of feelings rather than of logic. There
is noticed at times a strain after effect,
a doirc to be entertaining always; but
for the most part even the critical reader
will surrender himself to the charm of the
pssays.

This i. a quotable book, with many
purges that one would like to share

Life.

Born and bred in an enlancii on the
Argentine pampas, the famous nat-
uralist has woven into his life story
the birds, the flowers butterflies,

the curious met in
his unusual boyhood Its of

the book a rarely
restful charm.
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W'H't a Portrait

By DOROTHY SCARBOROUGH.
a California

woman, who went to Russia
as war correspondent for the San Fran-

cisco Bulletin, has written a stirring ac-

count of her experiences and her
in The Red Heart of Russia. Miss

Beatty arrived in Russia early in June,
1917, and came away on the

last train that was able to pass through

Finland. Thus she witnessed the Bol-

shevik uprising and was able to study it
at first hand. She came to know many
of the leaders personally, Lenine,
Trotzky and others, and had many inter-
esting conversations through tho medium

of an where that was neces-

sary.
Miss ySeatiy had the courage and the

curiosity of a born war correspondent,
and she dodged none of the dangers that
stood between her and the obtaining of
information she sought. She visited the
Russian army at the front, passing
through trenches that an hour later were
blown to pieces by the Germans. She

shared the quarters of the Battalion of
Death, and knew many of the women sol

with others, nerc Is a woman bravely
asserting that it is a blessed thing to be a
woman, not lamenting the impossibility of
leing a man. Here are delicate shafts
of ridicule directed toward man, chuckle-f- ul

analyses. For instance:
"It does a man far good to save

a woman from a mouse than from a tiger,
as contributing more to the sense of su-

periority so necessary to him. The truth
is that women are not realty afraid 'of'
anything, but they perceive how much
splendid incentive would be lost to' the'
world if thry did not pretend fo be.

''Xotbinir is more painful to a woman
than an argument with a man, because
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"The Red Heart of Russia"
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diers as individual.'), including Marie
Bochkarova, the peasant widow who or-

ganized the company.
She knew very well Jacob Peters, the

Lettish man who now is wielding such ter-

rible power of life and death, who signs
death warrants without even reading the
names and who calmly told a woman who
asked information concerning her bus-ban- d,

''Shot by mistake.'' This returned
refugee, who had been living in England
so long that he speaks Russian with a
cockney accent, who married an English
"missus,'' as he calls her, aud was lured
back to IJussia by the news of the revo-

lution, 1ms stepped into far greater power
since Miss Beatty knew him. She spcakg
of going by to give a Christmas present
to Jacob Peters

Miss Beatty went often to see Cather-

ine Breshkovskaya, or Babushka, the "lit
tlo grandmother of the revolution," who
at almost seventy-fiv- e years is still taking
an active part in Russian affairs. She
visited prisons and talked with various

and fallen angels.
Miss Beatty's aeeount of the leaders

and forces of the revolutions and coun-

ter revolutions in Russia are invariably
sympathetic. She seemed to like all the

he jonrneysfram given fact to deduced
truth by packmnlo, and she by airplane.
When he finds her at he
fa so irritated by the swiftneas of her pxs-ag- e

that he accuses her of not- having
followed the right direction and demands
as proof that she describe the weeds by
the roadside, wliieh he has amply studied

he calls this study his reasoning proc
ess. Of course .no woman stops to
botanize when.-th- e objii-t.i- i to get there."

"A house without u mantis savorless,
yet a man iu n home.. is., incarnate inter-nipto- n.

To enjoy 3 home, worth having a
man should be in it as briefly as .pos-

sible. The different professions differ in
their treatment of- - a holiday, except that
all men at home on a vacation net like
fi-- out of water or cats in water, and
evpeet their womenfolk either to help
them pant or Jielp liiera swim."

''The faces of women who du nothing
but keep house arc always harassed;

of women who do nothing but board
are always vacuous. A. man who gives
Ins undivided attention to liis boarding
can fume and fuss and outboarder any
woman."'

THE XEW DEATH. Bt Wisifkbo Kiek
I i.axi. Houghton Mifflin Company.
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Russians and find them all sincere. She
writes in a clear and forceful style, and
no one can read her story without being
more in teres--" ed in Russian problems and
more tolcrar'' toward the blundering peo-

ple.
Two extra i will serve to illustrate Miss

Beatty's styK nd material:
At 10 o'clock Friday nightmy telephone

rang and a. weary voice came over the wire.
It was my Lettish, friend Jacob Peters.

"'I am. trying to translate something,'
he said. 'It is very important, .and I do
not know enough English. Could you find

time to help mc.t'
"'Whcnri,askedhim.
" XowJie said.

''Half an hoar later he knocked at ray

door. His face was gray with fatigue. Ha
had not been in bed for three days, and
he looked utterly crushed and discouraged.

" 'It is the decree of peace to the warring
nations of the world,' he said. We are
going to send it out on the wireless in
every language. They have given me the
English translation. We havo nobody to
help us. It is terrible there are so few
who can do this sort of thing.'

"Here was this new government of the
People's Commissaries preparing a docu-

ment that they confidently hoped would

revolutionize the status of the struggling
world, and there was nobody to translate
it but a Lett, who had not been to bed for
three days, and an American war corre-

sponden I."
She describes the death and the burial

of more than 750 persons slain in the Bol-

shevik revolution in Moscow.
"Clo-i- e beside the Kremlin wall, in the

holiest of holy places, the workmen and
soldiers of Moscow dug the great, trench
that was to receive the bodies of their fal-

len comrades. All day they dug", and wh'ea

night came they continued tbeir work by
the lijrht of torches. The ghostly linden
trees have stood watch over many strange
scenes there on the edge of tlic Red
Square, but none stranger than this crowd

of silent men, speechlessly turning tho
earth through the long, chill, dark hours.
By daybreak they had finished.

"It was the day of the proletariat. All
others stayed indoors. The streets, but
lor the mourners of thr proletarian dead,-we- re

deserted. At S o'clock in the morn-

ing the procession started, and all day
long the people tiled past, a vast, endless
throng of them, men, women and little
children. There were no priest, no
prayers. Strong young soldiers jn mud-color- ed

coats carried the red coffins on
their shoulders, and above the heads o
th( crowd the crimson banners flowed like

a river of blood.
"A sobbing, singing mass of human be-

ing'?, tragic and triumphant, filled the vast
square. Cavalry troops rode by at atten-

tion, and girls with platoks on their heads
carried great oval bandboxed wreaths of
artificial flowers. Sometimes a military
band went by, playing a funeral inarch,
and sometimes the voices of the marchers
lifted in the deep, rhythmical strains of
the Ilymn of Eternal Memory. Men and
women, old and young, wept as they saw
the coffins lowered into that yawning
trench."

TlfK REI HEART Or RUSSfA. By Bo-si- e

Beatty. The Century Company. $2.

Robert F. Putnam, who died last week
at the age of 36 of pneumonia following
on influenza, was treasurer of G. P. Put-
nam's Sons and the Knickerbocker Press,
lie was a, graduate of-- Harvard Univer- -,

sity and a veteran of the 7th Regiment.
He leaves a widow and a son. The house
of G. P. Pnlnani's Sous was closed last
Thursday in consequence of his death.

JACQUELINE
A Norel by

JOHN AXSCOUGH

story is told with all the
THE refinement, freshness and

mildly ironical humor charac-
teristic of the author d "&ace-church- "

and "French Windows"
a notable addition to the

contributkns to Eng-

lish literature.- - Philadelphia North
American. . .
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